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I would have none weep for me but my foes,
And then not tears.    Be not more discontent
Than I to think that you could deem of me
As of one thankless ; who were thankless found,
Not knowing that by no will or work of yours
I sit suppressed thus from the sun ; 'tis mine,
My fault that smites me; and my masters' will,
Not mine or yours it is, that for my fault
Devised this penance ; which on me wrought out
May fall again on them.

Lady Lochleven.              Madam, alas,

I came on no such errand to your grace
As lacked more words to make it sad than those
It was to speak ; and these have I put back
Too long and idly.    Here are now at gate
Three messengers sent from the parliament
To speak with you.

Queen.                   With us to speak ? you know,

Nor chamberlain nor herald have we here
To marshal men before us.    Let them come,
Whom all our kingdom left could keep not out
From this high presence-chamber.   Stay; I would not
Be stricken unaware, nor find in you
That which I thought not; it were out of kind,
Unwomanlike, to give me to their hands
Who came to slay me, knowing not why they came ;
Is it for that ?

Lady Lochleven.    God's grace forbid it! nay------

Queen.    I ask if they bring warrant for my death ?
I have seen  such things and heard,  since leaves
bloomed last,